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But cauſe his Lordſhip this forgot, 


. 
_— 


f 
Q." every Jack and every ill , Mea ſtill beleive there 20A 
That rides in State up Hulborn Hill . = - 
| $owngp Where was St. Dominic, a fleep ? 
Ld # By aid of Smithfie/d Rhymes defie Where did St Frank ” his Kennel keep? 


The Malice of Mortality ? 
And ſhall! Lord Stafford dye forgot ? 
He that would needs be ſuch a Sot, 
Todye for love of a damn'd Plot? 
No, Viſcount, no ; beleive it not, 
II. ; | - 
Diana's Temple, all in flame, Bur they that Heaven and Earth command, 
PS. A ; You ſee ſometimes they'r ata ſtand 3 
Advanc'd th' Incendiaries Name ; n | 1 Mould the Sai 
Ruftjans.and Bauds,and Whores,and Theives, | or rrv'h to tell ye, ſhou _ annts, 
a ; Be bound to hear all fool's complaints 3 
In Ballad Records live new lives, Their 1 14h Job mnnk 
And fhall a Lord becauſe a Traytor, age harms c © as "yg - = 
In luch an Age fo given to flatter, a Heaven, as formerly on EartÞ. 


Thar on a buline(s lo emergen, 

They did nor briskly te'ze the Virgin ? 
To let his Lordſhip play a Prank 

Her Grace becoming, and his Rank ? 


| ; k X 1, 
W ant that which others, Saints to him, f Now Ballad-wiſe before he's dead, 
Nere want to fame them. Words andRhime. To tell ye what the Sufferer ſaid 3 
vos, He both defended, and gain-ſaid , 


Oh Sir, the Papiſhes, you know 
Have much more gratitude then fo 


For this ſame Lord that brake the Laws 


Held up his hands avd cry'd and pray'd 
And {wore he nere was in the Plot, 


DL Godend tea, to forve their Canle! | No, by his anna, wot. 
Shall live in Prayers, and Almanacks Come come, Sir, had it not been better 
Beyond what Ballad. Monger make 3 To have dy'd to death commen debter ? 
And ſome years hence, you'l ſee, ſhall work And that upon your laſting Stone 
Such Miracles, would _ a Turk. | This CharaRer had been alane "% | 
V. 
Bleſt is that Man that has a Box Here lyes _— oweſs Lord, 
To fave the Sawduſt in, that ſokes EF 09 065 Ng, i0us mg wa 
His tainted Blood, or can belmeare Bat thoſe, of your Religion, 
One corner of his Muckinder ; Are now a Cays ſo damn'd high flown, 
Oh! then, Tome Ages hence they?l cry You think that nothing makes a Saint 
Lo, Stafford": blood, and ſhed for why ? But Plot refin'd, and Trealon Quaint 
For notthngbut becauſe he ſoughe And Heaven accepts no Offerings , 
To kill his Prince, and ſham the Plot. But ruin'd Kingdoms, murdered Kings, 
2 VIX. 
Now they that dye for crimes like theſe, Now youthat knew who were his Judges, 


The Papiſts ſend to Heaven with eaſe. | Who found. him Guilty withonr grudpes , 


For they ſecure 'em iafe from Hell, | Who gave him over to the Block 

Which once beleiv'd, the reſt is well, And how he ſham'd to ſave the Mil 
A ſtrange beleif, that Men ſhould think It you beleive the ſpeech he made ye 

That were not drunk with worſe then Lftrange, and Payton's (hame degrade ye 
That ſuch Rewards as Deitying, (Drink XV. 
By Treaſon ſhould begain'd and Lyiny !? They us'd all Arts thar could cajole, 

: VI. You may be lure, his filly Sou! ; 

The Man that tor Religion dyes And were thoſe promiſes perform'd, 

Has nothing more b-fore his Eyes, With which his conſcience they had charm'd 
Bur he that dyes a Criminal Who wou!d betray a curſed Plot, 

Dyes with a load, and none can call Tobe when dead, the Lord knows what ? 
Religion that which makes him dream ; X VI. 

Obduracy can hide his ſhame. Bar if thoſe jolly Promiſes 

vis. Do ſend thee into little eaſe, 

The Pope may do what he conjeCtures As certainly they muſt undo thee, 

As to the buſinels of hisPiQures, What ever Fools and Knaves {aid to thee ; 
T he Colours nere caa hide the Crimes , Then Pblegens-like in Hell condofte 

Stories.will read] to after Times. And curle them that betray'd thy Soul. 
And twill be found 'rhe Hangmans hands, X VII. 

Will ſtrangely blur the Pope's commands. Now God prelerve our Noble King, 

VIII. And b'elsall them that thus did bring 

Had he but ſhewed ſome Chriftmas Gambles , Unto the Block that filly Head, 

And Headleſs took St Denis Rambles, That car'd not what it did or (aid. 
The Plot had been a damnable thing, And all good Men may Heaven defend 

And down had goa the Scaffolding , | From ſucha vile untimely End. 
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